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MRS. WHARTON: Will you stay to luncheon, Sylvia dear?

SYLVIA: No, I think I ought to get back to mother.

JOHN: Before you go let's tell them what we've been talking
about.

COLONEL WHARTON: I don't think it's very hard to guess.

JOHN: I want Sylvia to marry me as soon as ever it's possible

MRS. WHARTON: Of course.

JOHN: If we look nippy we can get a special licence and be
married on Thursday. We don't want to go far for our
honeymoon, because I have such a short time. And my
suggestion is London.

SYLVIA: What do you think, Mrs. Wharton?

MRS. WHARTON: Well, my dear, I think that whatever you
and John decide will be quite right.

SYLVIA: He's only just come back to you. I can't bear to
take him away immediately. Wouldn't you prefer us to
wait a little longer?

MRS. WHARTON: My dear, we've always decided that you
should be married the moment he came back. We've
been quite prepared to lose him. And perhaps after a
few days, if the Colonel's well enough, you wouldn't
mind if we came up to London, too. We'd try not to be
in your way.

SYLVIA: [Going down on her knees beside MRS. WHARTON and
kissing her.} Oh, my dear, you're so kind to me. I don't
know how I can ever thank you for all your kindness.

MRS. WHARTON: It's been a weary, anxious time for all of
us. I know how unhappy you've been sometimes. I
want you to have him now. He's a good boy, and I
think he'll make you happy.

SYLVIA: [Getting up and giving JOHN her hand.} I'm sure he
will. I'll try to make you a good wife, John.

JOHN: I expect you'll be quite good enough for the likes of
me. Then it's to be Thursday next.